
For tills good end, our Cavalier 
Determin’d one to buy* 

Which did fo natural appear. 

That it deceiv’d the eye. 

But riding out one windy day. 

Behold a fudden {quail, 

Which blew his feather’d hat away. 
And Periwig and all. 

He join’d the laugh with noddle bare. 
And fung in concert tone. 

How fhould I fave another’s hair. 

Who could not keep ray own. 

MORAL . 

To take upon one’s felf a joke. 

Good humour {hews and wit, 

Which may a fecond laugh provoke, 
And leave the biter bit. 

REFLECTIO N. 

Martial of old a ilanza wrote, 

_ Upon a Lady’s Tete ; 

Which we for point and fitnefs quote 
And for the fair tr anflate. 
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